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NIGHT TIME SONGS 


Song VI 


The mooly-cow sleeps, 
She lives on the hill, 

In a cunning brown house, 
But now she is still! 


When the day is so warm 
She is cropping the green, 
But now she’s asleep 
And cannot be seen. 


Tomorrow I'll go, 
With my little blue cup, 
And surely, dear mooly 
Will give me a sup! 
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YE EDITOR SPEAKS 


“Ye Editor” is stationed at the front door of Wee Wisdom’s 
new WISDOM house to welcome you one and all, irrespective of 
size or years. Enter and make merry, for this is Wee Wisdom’s 
nineteenth birthday and “‘coming-out’’ party. 

The more mature guests are invited to remain 
Welcome in the front parlor in charge of ““Ye Editor.” 
The Wee visitors will be entertained in the new 
play-rooms, where Blanche and Curtis will look after 
their happiness. 

For the Boosters and Youths, are reserved the back parlors 
where Royal will act as their royal host. — 

' We are convinced from observation and from many letters 

fils various directions that there is a gap between the primary Truth 

teachings of Wee Wisdom and the statements of the | 

Absolute in Unity. This gap needs bridging in the 

This change way of sustained teaching through youth and on until 

Necessary the spiritual understanding shall be sufficient to grasp 
the highest. 

To provide this bridge-ment and make straight 
the ial the way of Truth, from the beginning of life’s manifesta- 
tion—we are combining with Wee Wisdom in our new magazine 
Wisdom, departments for the Home and Youth. 

The dominant thought of the parent determines the quality 
of their home, so that to get at the beginning of the child’s growth, 

the moulding of the parents’ ideals and ideas is essen- 

tial. This will be the object of the Home Department 
Home Truth of Wisdom. We solicit the suggestions and help of 

those who are interested in the evolution of the Home 

and all that makes for the elevation of the individual 
and the ultimate restoration of man’s divinity. 

The needs of the normal child are simple and easily met. 
Wise parents will learn that they themselves are responsible for the 
artificial wants and unreasonable demands of the child. 
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The most important duty of parent to child is, to give him 
harmonious environment and mental freedom so that the spiritual in- 
stincts of his awakening mind and soul shall have opportunity to ex- 
press themselves. 

Emerson says, “Don’t be deceived by dimples and curls; that 
child is a thousand years old.” 

If this be true, our children may be older and wiser than we 
are and are given us, not to be personally owned and dominated by 

our ideas, but to be aided in the farther expansion of 
_ their divine possibilities. The wise mother will ponder 
Child Truth these things in her heart, and her connection with her 
child will be a comradeship in which there is sustained 
a perfect understanding between mother and child. 

This may be a new teaching to many parents, but neverthe- 
less, it is a true one. The child has been regarded in the old way, as 
a piece of mental dough to be kneaded and shaped by parent and 
teacher to fit the prevailing ideas of life. 

The occasional child, who has over-ridden this personal and 
mental restraint, in spite of precedent, and shown forth his inherent 
capabilities has been known as a great genius, and is regarded as 
superior. 

In our Wee Department we desire to give every child the 
chance that shall help hitn show forth his genius, and prove his latent 
capabilities. Blanche and Curtis are to have charge of this depart- 
ment, and we solicit the help of all the Wees. 

For you who are putting aside the fairy tales and “‘make-be- 
lieves’”’ of the child, for the realities of active and untrammeled ac- 

complishment—to you it is given to prove the won- 
derful creative power of mind and thought. 
Truth for As you face the great world of achievement, 
Youth you see its all-possibilities without the hindering shad- 
ows of experience. What does it mean to you? The 
prophecy of what is yours to make good. If you will 
trust the mighty forces that are urging you from within to express that 
only which can come forth from a mind and soul filled with the mighty 
purpose of accomplishment, you can do where others have failed. 

The lions in the road are only man’s sense of limited ability. 
Believe in your own God-given powers, and the almightiness of Spirit, 
and, like Napoleon, when the Alps stood between him and achieve- 
ment, know “There are no Alps.” 

All the piled-up Alps of mortal hindrance are as nothing to . 
him who would, and knows how. ; 

Study then, oh youth of the All-Possibility, the powers of 
your soul and spirit, and learn that through the knowledge of their 
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conservation and direction the conquest of the within and without 
are yours. Know that the Source of your inspiration is the same 
which found a channel in Shakespeare, in Beethoven, in Michael 
Angelo, and reached perfect expression in Jesus of Nazareth. 

What glorious possibilities await you when you recognize the 
unlimited powers at your command! You become the master of your 
fate then, for no power in the world of things can swerve you by one 
hair’s breadth from the attainment of your ideals.. 


PENELOPE PETERS 


ELIZABETH PETTINGER 
Last Chapter 


WON'T cry! I don’t care if | do want Uncle Billy, I'm not 
going to cry about it!’’ Sue stood in the drawing-room of 
her uncle's beautiful Chicago home and bit her lips and 
blinked her eyes to keep back the tears. Six months in the 
city had taken away the tan of the mountains; the dainty: 
clothes changed her appearance ‘so that one would never 
have recognized in this lovely, butterfly creature the little girl who so 
lately had raced and played over the Western wilderness. Today 
she fitted into the luxurious surroundings of ease and refinement 
and costly furnishings as perfectly as she had done in the crudeness 
of the wilds. ; 

“I won't cry!”’ she repeated, stamping her foot into the velvety 
carpet. “‘I’m not selfish and I don’t mind being left at home while 
they’re all gone away off. I’m glad, awful glad Uncle Billy married 
Miss Stern and she’s ‘Aunt Alice’ now; and I was flower girl at the 
wedding! I wouldn’t be selfish enough to wish they had not gone to 
Europe and taken Penny and Winnie with them, and Ethel away 
off at boarding school. ‘Course | was too little yet to go to Europe; 
and then Auntie Peace needed me here to keep her company and take 
care of this lovely house. I’m glad they’re all going to have a good 
time and I’m not lonely, not a—not a—’ She could stand it no 
longer, but threw herself down on the couch amid the silken pillows 
and sobbed and sobbed. Auntie Peace, upstairs, heard, and came 
hurrying down, reproaching herself bitterly for having left the child 
so long alone. 

“Oh, the cloudy weather!” she exclaimed, gathering Sue in 
her arms. “What dreadfully cloudy weather—and just see the sun- 
shine outside!’’ For a long time they rocked together in the big chair, 
talking low and quietly until at last Sue was all smiles. 

“Oh, isn’t there a heap of things we have to do! I’m sorry 
I wasted time crying stead of housekeeping. It’s a good thing. you 
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don't cry, Auntie Peace, or nothing ever would get done around here. 

Shall we make the candy first for the 'sylum children and then go 

see the neighbor children and ask em to come to our Sunday School, 

“ shall we go see ‘em first? There's such a lot to do we'll have to 
gin. 

“Let us make the candy first,” answered Auntie. Peace, ‘‘then 
we'll see about our Sunday School. We'd better see their mothers 
though, and if they consent we'll ask the children.” ‘i 

‘And then we have all those letters to write,” continued Sue, 
“so the dear family won't get home-sick so far away! The book 
covers we're to make for Ethel will take quite a long time, and if we 
have our party on Saturday I'm afraid I'll have to stay out of school 
tomorrow to get the games ready.” 

“Oh no, you wouldn’t want to miss school; your teacher 
would feel badly if you did. I think we can get all our work done if 
we begin at once and work very fast and hard.’’ So saying Auntie 
Peace rolled up her sleeves and both of them proceeded to the kitchen. 

While Sue and Auntie Peace stirred the kettle of boiling sugar 
and planned the Sunday School which was to meet in their home 
during the winter, Ethel, far away in a boarding school for young 
ladies, was busily engaged in arranging her room which would be 
the only home she would know for many months. She piled the 
pillows, so dear to every college girl’s heart, on couch and floor and 
window-seat. The tiny book-case refused: to hold all the volumes 
taken from the trunk, and the surplus books were arranged neatly 
on the study table against which leaned a guitar and tennis racket. 
Pretty curtains hung over the windows and a number of Indian 
blankets made the room bright and cheerful. When there was noth- 
ing more to do she unfolded the package of photographs and stood 
the pictures of her dear ones on the dresser. The snap-shots of the 
four girls, up in their mountain home, were stuck thick around the 
casing and showed them in every conceivable costume, neck deep in 
water or knee deep in snow, hard at work in the field or at play on 
the mountain top. Ethel stood looking at the pictures with such 
longing, such stirring of memory that presently, and without warn- 
ing, the pictures grew dim to her vision and hot tears streamed down 
her face. She buried her head in a pillow and sobbed as boisterously 
as Sue had done. The thought of Sue brought Ethel to her feet with 
a start. Going to the mirror she looked in at her reflection; ‘‘See 
here, Ethel Peters, you stop this foolishness. If your little sister Sue 
can set you an example of unselfishness by being cheerful and happy 
while the others are away having a good time, you certainly can 
follow her example. Now don’t shed another tear, do you hear me! 
Smile, do you hear me? smile!” She did smile at her own silliness 
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and a moment later when the study bell resounded from the hall 
below she picked up her books and was soon lost in a Greek verb. 

Far out on mid ocean, at this same hour, Uncle Billy, with 
Miss Stern, now his wife, close beside him, sat in his deck chair watch- 
ing his two pretty, happy-faced nieces who sat at some distance on a 
pile of rope, entertaining an old gentleman with stories and experi- 
ences of ranch life. As their gay voices and merry laughter was 
carried to him by the salt breeze, he turned to his wife, “I’m really 
sorry Sue wanted to stay at home! Of course in many ways it was 
best, for she is too little yet to appreciate such a trip as this. When 
she said she'd rather stay at home | felt satisfied, but—well, | wish she 
were here.” 

“She is far better at home, but she didn’t want to stay. She 
is the most unselfish child I ever knew, and it was on our account 
she insisted upon staying with Auntie Peace. The girls were talk- 
ing about how hard it would be for us to take so many, especially 
as she was small, so—really, no one would think a child of her age 
could show so much common sense and good judgment!” 

“My four girls!’’ Uncle Billy looked again at the two girls 
talking to the old gentleman and his voice held a note of such love 
that it was like a solemn blessing. “My four dear girls and now | 
have you! Was ever a man so blessed? | sometimes wonder if | 
can possibly deserve so much.” 

“Since I’ve been taking lessons from Sue and Auntie Peace 
in the Truth I can see many things I never saw before. Your remark 
reminds me of the greatest lesson I have learned from their philos- 
ophy, and it is this: we must first give before we can fully enjoy 
the gifts of others. When you took charge of those three homeless 
little girls you did it from a sense of duty; but so lovingly, so kindly 
did you give of yourself that your own acts have returned to you as 
blessings. I can well imagine that Penelope’s coming was even more 
of a duty than the first, for it must have seemed ‘she was sort of a 
stranger among you; now I believe there is no difference in your 
affection for her and her cousins, and she simply adores you! They 
are all splendid girls and you have reason to be proud of them.”’ 

“They are, as you say, splendid girls, but if it hadn’t been 
for your coming in and taking a hand with them I’m sure | don’t 
know what would have become of us all. They need you more now 
than they do me, and I’m more than willing to give up my place and 
just look on and enjoy the things. What will we ever do with these 
two youngsters when we get to England! They wear me out in one 
day. I suppose we'll take turns sight-seeing—you take them one 
day and | the next; neither of us could keep up with them every day 
without a rest!” 
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“Miss Stern” laughed, “They've planned more things to go 
and do and see than any human being could ever accomplish! We'll 
have to hire several guides to help us out if they insist upon doing all 
they've planned. Just look at them now—no doubt considering more 
attacks on England!”’ 

But “Miss Stern’’ was mistaken in this. Penelope and Win- 
nifred had left the old genleman and were walking up and down the 
deck, arm in arm, the wind blowing the fair hair and black in a vain 
endeavor to loosen the ribbons holding it in braid. Winnifred was 
saying: “Isn't it wonderful to think that only six months ago we 
were clear across the American continent, way up miles above sea 
level, and now here we are in mid ocean, millions of miles away from 
any continent at all—doesn’t it make you feel funny>’”’ 

They stopped and leaned over the rail, watching the hills and 
hollows of the fathomless waters while Penelope replied: “Yes it 
does, and yet | feel more at home right now than | did that first day 
I came to live at Uncle Billy’s house. | didn’t even know | had any 
cousins, and when | did, none of you wanted me. Oh, yes, | know 
you did, Winnie, and I've always loved you for it, but the others 
didn’t—not even Uncle Billy! He thought he didn’t show it, but | 
could see how things were. But we've all been so happy and now 
that Uncle Billy and Aunt Alice are married | think I’m the gladdest 
mortal on earth. You. know I always have loved Aunt Alice far 
better than any one else on earth—even my mother. No, Winnie, 
it isn't a house that makes a home, it’s the people, and if Ethel and 
Sue were here I'd be just as much at home on this boat as | was in 
Chicago or in the mountains. Just look at them now!” turning to 
where uncle and aunt reclined in their steamer chairs smiling and 
happy and deeply engrossed in their conversation, ““Aren’t they the 
dearest, best and sweetest people on the face of the earth! I just feel 
like regularly crying for pure happiness whenever | look at them!” 

And so we leave the Peters family. Everyone of them start- 
ing out in a new direction, each with personal desires and ambitions, 
separate and apart, but all united by the cords of love and affection. 

Ethel graduated with honors and, although her uncle pro- 
tested against her “working for a living,”’ she accepted a position as 
teacher in her alma mater and in time became the honored, respected 
and loved Dean, to whom many girls confided their hopes and fears, 
their troubles and joys; never did they leave her presence without 
feeling better and stronger for her wise council and gracious assist- 
ance. 


Winnifred married a poor man and Uncle Billy gave her, for 
a wedding present, the beloved ranch upon which she had spent so 
many years and whose wild grandeur delighted her heart far more 
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than the rush and roar of city streets. Her golden-haired boys and 
girls wandered over the same hills and meadows, waded the same 
streams and climbed the same mountains she herself had discovered, 
and which, even yet, called to her in hours of recreation. She made 
butter and cheese, patched aprons and darned stockings, attended 
mother’s clubs and school-house meetings and was always in the 
thick of local politics. When her husband was sent to Congress she 
refused to take her children so far, but remained quietly in her moun- 
tain home awaiting his return. When the bank account grew large 
and there was no more need for hard work, she worked anyway— 
just for the fun of it! 

Sue and Auntie Peace founded a Truth Center which grew 
and prospered far beyond their most sanguine expectation’. Be- 
cause they were true to the Word, selfless in their desires, and zealous 
in their undertakings the work brought them that joy and peace 
which passeth all understanding. They were a blessing to thousands 
of weary souls who sought their quiet retreat and received inspiration. 

Penelope was true to her idea of “home’’ and wherever there 
were people who called upon her for help, who needed her presence, 
there, for the time, was “Home.” She found that her inherited for- 
tune brought with it a very grave responsibility; that it is not alone 
a generous hand that can give real gifts, but that only the wise and 
good and far-seeing can bestow gifts that bless instead of curse. Giv- 
ing was a business with Penelope which took her all over the wide 
earth and filled her life with duties every hour of the day. At first 
she thought to pass on this duty to hired secretaries who were to do 
the real work while she simply gave of her abundance; but short 
experience proved the harm in this and showed her that unless we give 
of ourselves as well as of our substance harm is done instead of good. 
So Penelope cheerfully gave of herself wherever the need was 
known; her charities and philanthropies were as much a part of her 
life as school to Ethel, home and children to Winnifred or teaching 
and preaching and healing to Sue. 

One day, when Penelope was no longer young, Uncle Billy 
and Aunt Alice, Ethel, Winnifred with her flock of sons and daugh- 
ters, and Auntie Peace and Sue stood on the front veranda of the 
beautiful Chicago home waiting to welcome the home-comers, one 
of whom they had never seen. . 

“I wonder if I'll like Penelope’s husband!” sighed Ethel. 

“I know I will,” affirmed Winnifred, ‘‘and see—here comes 
their carriage!” 

(The End.) 


HOME DEPA RTME 


Since Wee Wisdom made her first bow to her wee readers, and gave them her 
first Truth Pillows to rest their little heads upon, the three boys who kept “Ye Editor” 
in sympathy with all wee folk have grown to manhood. Even Royal, the youngest, has 
been home from college for two years. 

’ This fact goes to prove that generations of wees have risen up and passed be- 
yond the range of Wee Wisdom’s ministry. 

So upon this, her nineteenth birthday, Royal and I have. decided to celebrate 
it through dropping the ‘“‘Wee’’ from her name and broadening the scope of her ministry 
of Truth that it may include the Home and the Youth as well as the Wee, and group 
all under the name WISDOM. 

Wisdom is needed throughout life’s activities. Always there are factors in life 
that can only be satisfactorily adjusted through the wisdom that comes of true knowledge. 
easily understood as the law that determines the manner of the farmer’s crop by the seed 
This wisdom and knowledge we would bring within the reach of all. .It is simple and as 
he sows. Back of what we call life’s happenings lies the thought and purpose which 
produce them. When the understanding of this prevails there will be as intelligent and 
practical a connection made between the thought and its manifestation as between the 
planting of the seed and the certainty of its reproduction. 


THE EVOLUTION OF MOTHERHOOD 


Lipa H. Harpy 


We must cultivate mothers, else the new generation cannot accomplish its task.—Froebel. 


] HOME Department of ad- 
vanced ideas is a subject which 
arouses our approving interest 
and wins our encouraging 
sympathy because it is to be 
the means of bringing about 

and manifesting things hoped 

Its object is the improvement of the 

child through the improvement of its parents. 
Every one loves a child, and whatever is 
good for him is welcomed, because in the 
child we see the man to be. Parents 
who deal with the character of the child 
we see deal not only with the character of 
the man to be, but with the character of 
the nation of which that man is to be a part. 
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If you would prophesy as to the future of 
a nation, study its children. If you would 
create for a nation a lasting and enduring 
stability, cultivate its children, for in the 
children is the hope of the future. That is 
why “The hand that rocks the cradle rules 
the world.”” That is why the responsibility 
that has fallen upon mothers is greater and 
more far-reaching than any other ever en- 
trusted to a human being. And that is why 
the individual mother needs help and en- 
couragement in every possible way. 
Mothers’ meetings were first called to 
discuss the physical needs of the child. 
These were regarded as being of first im- 
portance, the matter of book knowledge be- 
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ing left largely to professors and teachers. 
The mothers consulted together upon such 
important topics as what the child should eat 
and what he should wear; when he should 
bathe and how he should exercise. These 
subjects were distinctively practical, but 
they were also too narrow; so the discus- 
sions were soon broadened and made to 
cover the intellectual as well as the physical 
needs of the child. This more compre- 
hensive field afforded wider opportunities 
and out of the discussions which followed, 
the mothers came at last to realize that there 
are three sides to a -child’s nature—the 
physical, the intellectual and the spiritual. 
It is upon the study of these three that the 
beautiful, though not yet properly recog- 
nized, Science of Motherhood and Child 
Culture is based. That the mothers 
through intelligent study should have made 
the discovery that child culture is not a 
mere pastime, but the greatest and the 
noblest of all sciences, is in itself no small 
achievement. It is one great thing accom- 
plished because it has provided a founda- 
tion for other and greater things yet to be 
done. 

And now having established a starting 
point, thinking mothers will endeavor to put 
their discovery to practical use. They will 
form Mothers’ Societies everywhere. They 
will study child nature in its threefold form 
systematically and intelligently. They will 
study prenatal influences. They will give 
their husbands and friends something new 
to think about. The final result of all this 
will be inevitable. The International 
Mothers’ Societies will inaugurate and ac- 
complish the greatest reform the world has 
ever known. We are at the beginning of 
it now. As these societies grow in number 
and wisdom and strength there will come 
through their influence a demand that a 
special course of child study be provided 
at Normal schools and colleges that young 
women and young men may be better fitted 
for the care of children, either as teachers 
or as parents. Public school teachers will 
be informed that a trained and interested 
understanding of child nature is a qualifi- 
cation without which no instructor can 
properly instruct. State officials will be 
told that such public charities as reform 


schools, orphan asylums and schools for the’ 
deaf or blind must be freed from the in- 
fluence of politics and made to glorify the 
purpose for which they were created. Such 
institutions should be entrusted to the care 
of those experts only who are naturally 
adapted and specially trained to treat with 
child nature understandingly and respon- 
sively. At such institutions a seemingly 
bad boy is the most misunderstood creature 
that lives. He is pushed out of the way 
and criticised for doing outrageous things. 
He becomes callous and hardened. But 
his heart is there, and. in the right place, 
and if the good things that are hidden in it 
could be revealed to us we would marvel 
at them. 

It is not so much the actions of the boys 
that should be studied as the motives which 
prompted them. The state needs the man 
who can unlock the door of a seeming bad 
boy’s: heart and win his confidence. 
Through the New Psychology and the 
New Thought Mothers’ Societies, there will 
be established child-study classes for young 
women and young men in every high school, 
normal school and college in the state. 
This subject has been too long neglected. 
Young women should be told that a knowl- 
edge of child nature is not something for 
them to shun, but rather that it is some- 
thing they should be proud to seek. The 
study of child nature is as purifying in its 
influence upon young women as it is up- 
lifting to mothers. Young men should be 
told that to acquire a knowledge of child 
nature is not only to fit themselves for the 
duties of a future family life, but it is also 
to qualify themselves for the duties of public 
life. He who can reach the heart of a 
child is better fitted than any one else to 
reach the heart of a man and to become a 
leader of men. Should we not hunt out 
and cultivate such leaders. 

Behold, here is a_ beautiful flower! 
Nothing could be purer. It is called the 
soul of a child. Let us study it together, 
that we may through contact with it become 
ourselves better fitted to enter the kingdom 
of heaven within. 


PICTURES IN THE HOME 


Marion H. Irons 


NCE a friend of mine was 
quite offended with me, for a 
time, because I, having learned 
my lesson, did not approve of 
certain pictures that she 
thought were all right for the 
home—my home, being the 

home in question. 

She had always insisted upon supplying 
my children with the comic supplement of 
the daily papers against my wishes, and 
one day came over, and expostulated with 
me, in this wise, ““Why, your children even 
refuse to take the papers home any more, 
and had the audacity to tell me that those 
pictures always made them think of unkind 
pranks to play on others, and filled their 
minds full of coarse thought pictures that 
they wanted to act out, or talk out, instead 
of the good thoughts, that seemed to fade 
away, after they had looked at the pictures 
awhile. Fade away indeed—such non- 
sense! More than that, they say that you 
tell them that they are not good pictures 
for them to see, and help make them coarse 
and rude, and that they would, in time, 
destroy their love of the good and beauti- 
ful in life, and fill their minds full of false 
impressions.” 

“That is very true,” I replied, ‘“‘but, 
please do not condemn me until I show 
you the children’s rooms, and explain the 
difference in the children after I had 
changed the pictures in their rooms. We 
will take the boy’s room first; you remember 
that a deer hunting scene used to hang here, 
beside an apple stealing expedition, and a 
cat and dog fight there, with a boy running 
away from home, and all about the wall 
hung other small pictures of like nature?” 

“Yes, and I thought that they looked 
well enough too, and made a cheerful 
room that any boy might be proud of, and 
the pictures were all those that a boy could 
understand—not too tame, or religious 
either,” said my friend, not willing to yield 
an inch. 

“T will tell—” 

“Oh, I suppose that you will say that 
each and every one of these pictures have 
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an influence on your boy for good—he 
needs it bad enough too.” 

“You have stolen my thunder,” I said 
meekly, and went on to explain what it 
meant to my boy to see pictures depicting 
Jesus as a boy, a mother’s love, and pets 


-of all kinds, pictured as living in kindness 


and peace together; and, in place of the 
apple stealing expedition, was one of “A 
Helping Hand,”’ where the apples arze being 
picked up for the owncr, an old lady, who 
could not do it herself. 

~“*What does he say about them?” asked 
my friend curiously. 

“After they had been up a few weeks, 
I asked my boy what they meant to him, 
and he replied, “This mother’s love one 
makes me think of all that mother’s do for 
their boys, when they are growing up, and 
how awful it is for boys to run away from 
home, or be mean to their mothers, and 
you bet I am going to take care of you 
when you are old,” he added, edging nearer. 

“‘What about this one?” I asked. 

“That Jesus one makes me feel that he 
knows just how boys think, for he was a 
boy once too, like me, and I am going to 
try and see if I can’t be the same kind of 
a boy that he was, and do as he did. Do 
you think I ever can?’ he asked earnestly.” 

what of this?” asked my friend 
grimly, pointing to “A Helping Hand.” 
for she was well aware of some sad happen- 
ings in our family. 

“‘When I asked him about that one, he 
blushed, stammered, and said that he had 
rather not talk about jt just now, in such a 
shame-faced manner that, of course, I 
pressed the matter no farther, but I am 
looking for good results, and there are no 
more pictures here to suggest error to him.” 

“You need not take me to the girl’s 
rcom,” said my friend, whose face had 
begun to look thoughtful; “‘just tell me 
what pictures you have put there. I don’t 
like to,have my children even play with 
her; ‘she’s deep, I tell you, and—”’ 

“In the first place, I took out all silly, 
sentimental pictures, and in their places 
hung those depicting the innocence and 


purity of childhood. There are two that I 
think especially good: “The Guardian 
Angel,’ guiding a little girl across a dark 
chasm, over a narrow log bridge, with a 
broken railing, and the other, a little girl 
feeding doves—the emblems of peace and 
purity. Then there are some beautiful 
scenes of woods and streams, and of “The 
Little Mother,’ etc. But “The Guardian 
Angel’ is the picture she speaks of most 
often, as I placed it where she sees it the 
first thing in the morning, and the last thing 
at night.” 

“*Perhaps ‘you are right, after all, about 
those comic pictures not being good for the 
children,” admitted my friend, when I 
finished talking, “‘for I remember now that 
a friend of mine once had a child that was 
the living image of a pictured horror, and 
the doctor said that it was caused by the 
picture being where it met her eyes so often, 
and ordered it taken to the garret. All her 


later children were perfect in form and 
feature, so that picture must have caused 
the first one to be deformed.” 

“If ideas suggested by pictures before 
the mother’s eyes are brought forth into 
visibility, and worked out in the body and 
mind of her children, think of their in- 
fluence on the still more plastic mind of 
young children, who are busy taking in 
impressions—to give out, in actions—later 
on. 
““Oh, don’t preach—I’ve learned my les- 
son too, and will burn all those comic pic- 
tures after this, and—and—there are a 
few pictures on my own walls that I am 
going home to not only take down, but to 
burn as well.” And away she hurried to 
carry out her word, leaving me very thank- 
ful that the seeds sown had fallen in such 
good ground, and that we were friends 
once more, and in a way working together 
for children. 


T IS an old story, but always 
a pleasing one, that of the 
Roman matron whom a 
wealthy visitor attempted to 
dazzle by the display of cost- 
ly gems. 

The noble mother called 
her children to her, and as they were 
grouped about her, she threw her arms 
about them, exclaiming, as she looked into 
the face of her visitor with a flush of ma- 
ternal pride more beautiful than all the 
gleam of precious stones, ““These are my 
jewels!” 

A gem is a gem, no matter what the 
setting. The diamond blazes as brilliantly 
on the gypsie’s finger as it would in the 
monarch’s crown. But it did not always. 
Once its beauty was but latent, the hidden 
treasure of a rough pebble, revealed only 
by the lapidary’s art. That alone was 
what fitted it for a place in a crown. The 
mother’s most precious jewel may be a 
child, the beauty of whose character can 
be revealed only by intelligent study of its 
possibilities and patient development of 
them. Mother-love, united with knowl- 
edge of how to. read. what may be in the 


A MOTHER’S PREROGATIVE 


soul of the child, will do more to bring out 
that which is bright and beautiful in it thah 
all the schools can do, and it can have the 
aid of schools to perfect its work. 
Therefore it is that this new science of 
child study is commended to parents as 
worthy of their deepest interest. It is for 
them even more than for the sociologists, 
the philanthropists, and the governmental 
commissions and bureaus. It touches their 
lives in their tenderest aspect, opening to 
them an avenue of investigation wherein 
their hearts will be exercised, and present- 
ing to them opportunities of doing God's 
own work as none but a father or mother 
may be permitted to do it. Governments 
may plan large schemes for bettering the 
condition of the people, churches may lead 
men and women toward right living, schools 
may fill the young mind with profitable 
knowledge, but the home affords the best 
opportunity for giving to the world such 
men and women as will aid in true progress, 
which is upward as well as onward. And 
the study of the child is the primary factor 
in that progress.—Charles Robinson Ben- 
son, in Metropolitan Magazirte.”’ 
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THE STORY OF LOVIE 


MyrtTcLe FILLMORE 
(“The Story of Lovie” has twice before started to be told. First in Wee Wis- 


dom, where it was really intended to be read by the maturer Wisdoms. 
portion of it appeared, by request, in the Family Department of Unity. 


Then later, a 
It was dis- 


continued after seven chapters, with the thought of bringing it out into book form shortly. 
Then came the planning of this magazine—WisDoM—vwhich provides a proper place for 


the renewal and continuance of this story.) 


Chapter | 
THE CHOSEN SPOT 


NCE upon a time there was a 
O little spot of wildwood so 
near the heart of a great city 
that you would have won- 
dered how it could hold 
Bi against the push and power 
of man’s avarice. Fabulous 
sums were offered for this bit of paradise, 
for it was coveted by the speculator and in 
demand for palatial homes. Yet there it 
nestled like a trusting child that knows only 
the protection of parental love. The birds 
sang and the squirrels frisked, and all the 
denizens of that miniature forest were as 
free and happy as though in the depths of a 
country wood. It was like an oasis in the 
desert to the weary passers-by. There the 
children, and all who wanted a respite 
from the unnatural and overcrowded life 
of the city, found a welcome under its 
green tent of trees, and nature took them to 
her wholesome heart and made them forget 
all but the exquisite joy of living. 

The little street urchins had a name of 
their own for this wonderful spot, and it 
was never in the heart of any one to harm 
or molest one of its happy creatures. One 
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day Pinkey and Pigeontoe, two little 
gamins, were steeping their benighted souls 
in its beauty and quiet, and rolling their 
little ragged-y bodies over the delicious 
grass, when Pinkey’s overflowing heart gave 
rise to these sentiments: 

“Believe me, Kid, yer comes in here to 
find out what yer like; ‘taint no put-up-job 
on yere here; it’s all fair and honest, and 
it makes sumpin’ in yer feel different, and 
yer'd like to get next to it.” 

When Pigeontoe ventured an op:nion 
that it might be God, Pinkey’s snub nose 
went higher up into the air, and pulling 
himself to his: feet he assumed the lofty 
manner of one who knows all about it. 
Pointing to a tall church spire visible 
through the foliage, he scornfully turned 
down Pigeontoe’s philosophy with: 

“Yer off yer hinges, Kid. Ye'll find 
God in them stone piles yonder; he’s too 
upty for a place like this and fellers like us. 
You've got to have glad rags and nifty 
manners to stand in with God. This yere 
is wot yer call Natur’. Natur’ hain’t got 
no cinch on nuthin.” Yer don’t have to 
take in yer layout and rag line for her; 
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she takes yer on tick and divies up with yer 
and makes yer feel like a lord. Jim telled 
me there were a lot of it out in the country, 
and—”’ but Pinkey’s oratory was suddenly 
cut short by a punch in the ribs from 
Pigeontoe, a signal for silence. Two 
gentlemen had entered the grounds and 
were coming that way. 

“Some of them millionaire fellers,’’ was 
Pinkey’s swift comment. “Skidoo, Kid” 
—and Pinkey and Pigeontoe vanished like 
a flash. 

The two men halted under the big oak, 
and the creatures that had listened to 
Pinkey and Pigeontoe heard this conver- 
sation: 

“I say, Jennings, what does Wiseman 
mean by giving in to the silly whim of a 
foolish boy and holding to this brush patch 
where property is invaluable?” 

“IT don’t know,” answered Jennings, 

“unless it is because it belongs to the boy 
through his. mother’s dowry. But say, as 


long as we've such a nice, cool _ Spot, let’s 
enjoy it awhile; there’s no rush.” 

Coming under the charmed spell of the 
place, the other, whose name was Bond, 
offered no objection, and so these two 


princes of finance, divested of coat and hat, 
stretched themselves out upon the fragrant 
sward. <A season of delicious quiet fol- 
lowed, which penetrated their sordid souls 
and awoke blissful memories. It was Bond 
who broke the silence. 

“I say, Jennings, this is the whole thing. 
By Jupiter! it makes me feel as if I were 
back in the old woods at home. What is 
life now compared with those halcyon days 
of boyhood? I believe I’d give my millions 
to have them back.” 

“‘Maybe,”” responded Jennings, “‘that’s 
what young Wiseman foresees and so in- 
tends to hold to his boyhood and let the 
millions go. Not so bad an idea, eh, 
Bond >” 

“Well, if holding onto a spot like this 
insures perpetual youth, the nature of my 
covetousness for the place changes and I 
would like to possess it as it is.” 

‘That may not be impossible,” 
the accommodating Jennings. 
ing marriage of young Wiseman is an- 
nounced and it may make a difference in 
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“The com- 


his notion about keeping this property, for 
I am told it is about all he inherits, and 
you know a wife is expensive.” 

“*Have you ever seen this young fellow?” 
asked Bond, with some show of interest. 

“Yes, quite a number of times; he’s a 
fine specimen of young manhood. Some- 
way this very spot reminds me of him, he’s 
so unlike the young men of the day.” 

“Well, I hope he'll stay so,”’ blurted 
Bond. “‘It’s as rare a thing to find a young 
man of that sort these days as it is to run 
across this spot. They belong together.” 

Jennings reserved his opinion and silence 
followed. The birds, looking down, saw 
two men wrapped in blissful slumber, and 
trilled soft and low lest they should waken 
them. 

After a long, long time a busy bee buzz- 
ing too near the ear of Mr. Bond shattered 
his drowsy dreams through its suggestion of 
activity, and brought him back to the world 
of affairs. Consulting his gold repeater he 
called out to Jennings that they'd wasted 
a whole hour in that fool place and he’d 
be blanked if he didn’t believe it was 
charmed. Jennings arose, shook himself, 
and laughingly declared they had been un- 
der a wholesome charm of Nature for one 
whole hour. Re-clothing themselves with 
coat and hat, these two princes of the world 
hastily left the spot. without even a regret- 
ful glance backward. A thrill of sound 
followed their exit like the titter of sup- 
pressed mirth, and then all the creature- 
folk gathered themselves in and about the 
big oak to discuss the late visitors. 

**Just to think,” laughed Robin, 
their coming under the charm.” 

the queerest thing,” chattered the 
squirrel, “‘was calling a little rest and hap- 
piness, waste of time.” And so _ these 
happy creatures brought to naught the wis- 
dom of the financiers. Only mourning dove 
seemed cast down and concerned, and at 
last inquired: 

“Do you really think this marriage will 
make a difference?” 

“Why, you foolish dove,” giggled the 
robin, “‘where were your ears last evening 
when he said right under this very tree to 
her, ‘Of all the places in the world this is 
the one for you and me’?” 


“of 
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““And didn’t she put her sweet arms as 
far around me as they would go,” said 
the oak, “‘and whisper to me that some day 
she was going to live with us? Difference? 
Well, I should rustle——it would make a 
difference, her being with us always.” 

Then followed a long discussion which 
went unrecorded, but which made you 
wonder who this remarkable “he” and 
“she” might be to whom this little kingdom 
offered such loving allegiance. 

When the wood grew full of long shad- 
ows all the creature-folk were back at the 
big oak again, and you were certain of a 
great expectancy, for you could have heard 
like a wave of melody the conscious rustle 
of the spreading branches and the soft 
pipings of hundreds of little throats. Then 
suddenly all was silent, for there stood be- 
neath the big oak a youth and maiden, and 
you beheld in them the king and queen of 
this enchanted forest. 


(To be continued.) 


THE IDEAL MADE REAL 
HELEN COMSTOCK 
S 7S CHILDREN, we lived in 


a world of fairies. We 
talked with them and had 
implicit faith in their power 
to fulfill our wishes. 

Then when we attained 
an intellectual age, when we 
were taught that only that of which the 
senses are cognizant is real, we discarded 
our fairies along with our short dresses and 
knickerbockers. We bacame absorbed in 
things of the visible and the fairies fled 
trom our materialistic world. 

But the time has come to recognize our 
fairies again, to call them back and keep 
them ever with us. These fairies are 
moulded by our thought. God has given 
each and every one of us the power to be 
what we wish. 

The unlimited power of Infinite Re- 
source is at our command. The great Om- 
nipotent Spirit is waiting to do the bidding 
of our thought and word. If we permit 
this‘ great power to work through us, we 
may become poets, musicians, painters, 
writers or whatsoever we wish. 
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The height of our attainment depends 
upon the degree to which we appeal to this 
power within us to express itself. 

You have the right to desire to do some- 
thing better than it was ever done before; 
the power to consummate this end, not in 
part, but in complete fullness of the dream. 
Keep the fire of enthusiasm burning bright. 
Realize your possibilities so strongly that 
you never doubt your ability to accomplish. 
It should be shouted from the house-tops 
till all the world should listen and under- 
stand. Because of your divine powers you 
may make the dreams of today the realities 
of tomorrow. Your life is for the purpose 
of fulfilling your highest ideal. 

There is a legend of the search for the 
Holy Grail by the Knights of Arthur's 
court. Among them was Sir Galahad, the 
Maiden Knight, who was so pure of heart 
that his strength was as the strength of ten. 
Because of his singleness of aim and stead- 
fastness of purpose he achieved his mission. 

Your ideal is the Holy Grail, and 
everyone of you who follows the ‘“‘vision 


splendid’’ with a pure and steadfast heart 
is a Sir Galahad. - 


“A maiden knight—to me is given 

Such hope I know not fear; 

I yearn to breathe the airs of heaven 
That often meet me here. 

I muse on joy that will not cease, 
Pure spaces clothed in living beams, 

Pure lilies of eternal peace, 
Whose odors haunt my dreams; 

And, stricken by an angel’s hand, 
This mortal armor that I wear, 

This weight and size, this heart and eyes, 
Are touched, are turned to finest air. 


‘The clouds are broken in the sky, 
And through the mountain walls 
A rolling organ harmony 
Swells up and shakes the falls. 
Then move the trees, the copses nod, 
Wings flutter, voices hover clear: 
‘O just and faithful knight of God,’ 
Ride on, the prize is near.” 
So pass I hostel, hall and grange; © 
By bridge and ford, by park and pale, 
All-armed I ride, whate’er betide, 
Until I find the Holy Grail.” 


THE THREE TRAVELERS 


An Allegory 
Harriet MALONE Hopson 


old legend of the Three 
Travelers along Life’s high 


\ 

SS road, who met one day un- 
aye der a tree. And so vital is 

4 the great truth it contains, 
that it is ever new, and with each retelling 
or re-reading, we find its mighty message 
standing out still more clearly. 

As the old story goes, Three Travelers 
were one day toiling wearily along Life’s 
dusty road, struggling to reach the distant 
mountain top where they would find rest, 
for awhile, at least. 

They were aged men, all three of them, 
bent and gray and heavily ladened, for 
each man bore across his shoulder two 
huge sacks, one swung in front of him and 
hanging almost to his feet, the other on his 
back. 

The Three Travelers paused under a 
big oak tree beside the dusty road, to rest 
a moment, and drink from a clear, little 
spring that sparkled close by. 

“Thou seemest very weary, brother.” 
said the First Traveler, whose rosy cheeks 
and clear, bright eyes were in startling con- 
trast to his snow-white hair and beard. 

“The way is long, and the road rocky 
and steep!”” croaked the Second Traveler, 
bending wearily beneath the weight of the 
two great sacks he carried. They were 
both almost full, and the old man staggered 
as he went to rest against the trunk of the 
oak tree. 

“The way is truly long and rocky and 
steep, brother,”” said the Third Traveler, 
sighing wearily as he sank down in the 
grass, clinging fast to the two sacks he 
carried. ‘And had it not been for the 


deep joy I find in looking through the 
contents of my burden, I do not see how 
I could have made that last half mile!” 
A smile of satisfaction crossed his dreary 
old face, and malice looked forth from his 
eyes with no effort, at concealment. 


‘““And what is thy burden, brother?” 


asked the apple-cheeked old man who had 
arrived first. ‘As we all three bear bur- 
dens, it might lighten our hearts to talk 
them over together. Sympathy often puts 
springs under a weary one’s heels.”” And 
kindly interest beamed from his clear eyes 
as he looked at his two companions. 


““There never was a more interesting sack 
than the one I bear!” croaked the Third 
Traveler, reaching down into his burden 
and stirring its contents lovingly with his 
hand. “You see in this sack, right here 
before me, where I can always see it, I put 
every single evil deed that people I know, 
do! It is wonderful—wonderful, how 
many I find in a day, and how fast they 
grow after I drop them in my sack! Every 
time I take them out to look at them, I 
find that they have increased in size wonder- 
fully!’ Why they even grow if I but reach 
in the sack-and turn them over for my own 
satisfaction, without lifting them out where 
all who look may see. 

“*The sack ) carry on my back is really 
nothing very much. I brought it along to 
drop into it the good deeds that my friends 
do. I have about forgotten that it is 
there, for I am so busy seeing the evil they 
do that I seldom have time to discover their 
kind acts, and their brave, good deeds. 
When I do happen to run into some though, 
I just throw them in, and as the sack is 
behind my back, why I very soon forget 
all about it. My burden is a heavy one, 
but I love it! It is a joy to see how much 
more evil my friends are than I am. The 
things that they do make me feel that in 
good truth, I am a most holy man!” 

The First Traveler leaned on his long 
staff, looking thoughtfully at the second 
man, who was nodding his white head and 
chuckling to himself. “‘And thou, brother? 
It is a full sack that thou bearest, and its 
contents seem to please thee well. Wilt 
thou tell us of thy burden?” 

The Second Traveler nodded his head 
faster, and the smile on his face grew wider. 
“T am not like you foolish fellow,’’ quoth 
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he, pointing his knotted finger at the Third 
Traveler. ‘“‘Never would I be so unwise 
as to bother with other peoples affairs one 
second! Never! It takes all my time to 
look after my own. In this big sack in 
front of me I put all of my own good 
deeds, and every little while I go through 
them so I will not forget even one that is 
there! Each time I turn them over they 
grow bigger and bigger in the most aston- 
ishing fashion. See that bit of dry bread 
there? I gave that to a beggar boy today, 
and by the time | have turned it over a 
few more times it will be a whole loaf. 
The bigger it gets the better { will feel, for 
there is nothing that makes a man feel so 
well satished as to sit and look at his own 
good deeds! 

“In the sack behind me I drop any little 
misdeed of my own so | cannot see it. As 
they are behind me where I can not even 
look at them, it is very easy to soon forget 
all about them.” With a well pleased 
smile the Second Traveler lifted the crust 
of bread and placed it on the very top of 
the load in the front sack. 

thy burden, brother>”’ asked the 
Third Traveler, of the rosy old man lean- 
ing on the staff. “Thy front sack seems 
to be well filled, but the one slung on thy 
back looks limp enough to be empty. Tell 
us of thy burdens.” 

A laugh, so merry and contagious that 
both the other old men were compelled to 
smile in sympathy, rang out from the lips 
of the First Traveler. The smiles and the 
beams ran criss-cross all over his face and 
he patted the bulging sack that came to 
his toes, with affectionate fingers. “This 
is a magic sack,” said he, nodding his white 
head. “In fact, so wonderful is it, that 
the bigger it gets the lighter it becomes, and 
whenever I am the least bit tired, if I but 
look in it long enough, all my weariness 
flies away and 1 feel as if I too could fly! 
It is a joy-sack, brothers—full to the very 
brim, and running over with—the good 
deeds of all the people I meet! Ah, but 
there are many of them—so many of them, 
that they keep me busy all the time! But 
strange to say, the more of them I toss into 
my front sack, the more room there seems 
to be and the more splendid are the things 
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that I see people do! It is indeed a won- 
der-sack, and one good look into it will 
make me feel anew how good God is— 


* how full the old world is of his love after 


all, if we but try to see it.” 

The Second and the Third Traveler 
sniffed slightly as the First Old Man paused 
to look down at his burden with a beam- 
ing smile. “‘Ah, but thou shoudest just try 
mine for one day!”’ said the Second. 

“One hour with mine would make thee 
long to bear it always!"’ croaked the Third. 

A sudden deep seriousness crossed the 
bright face of the First Traveler. “‘I bore 
them both—the two that ye carry—long 
ago,” said he. “And brothers, they grew 
so b:g that they shut out from me the very 
love of God itself, his most priceless gift 
to men! I was so bowed beneath the 
weight of those sacks that I could not look 
up long enough to see that the sky was 
blue, or that the sun shone! And then, 
by the very love that God gave me, did I 
throw my burdens aside, and take the sacks 
I now bear, both of which grow lighter the 
nearer I come to yonder miountain top, 
where I hope to rest for awhile.” 

Again the Second and the Third Trav- 
eler sniffed. ‘‘And what might it be that 
thou hast in the sack hanging down thy 
back?” they asked in chorus, as the First 
Traveler settled his burdens and started 
with a light step towards the dusty road to 
resume his journey. 

““That one?” he chuckled glancing over 
his shoulder. ‘“*‘Why, brothers, in that sack 
I toss all the evil I hear of people. I cut 
the bottom out of the sack so it would spill 
straight through without staying near me 
for even a second. And it has gotten so 
that even as I toss things in, I forget them, 
and as they cannot linger, why they very 
soon cease to exist. God be with ye both!” 

With a steady step and head erect the 
First Traveler stepped out into the dusty 
road and started towards the mountain top. 

The Second and the Third Travelers 
hesitated a few moments near the spring, 
then each adjusted his burden with a groan, 
bent his face towards the earth, and with 
lagging feet passed also out in- the dust of 
Life’s High Road. 


A WORD WITH BLANCHE 
EE WISDOM has grown. She. has developed into WIS- 


DOM. Hereafter she will not only contain wisdom for 
the little ones, but for older brother and sister and mother 
as well. During the growing process | have moved a little 
way out of my corner. Not far, just a step or two, and in 
: my new location what do you suppose I’m going to do? 
1m going to build and make as cosy as possible, a nest for the very 
Wee ones. It is a wonderful work—I had almost said a holy work— 
this building to meet the needs of the little awakening minds, and | 
ask the Spirit that | may be led to tread softly and touch surely. For, 
“It is not I, but the Father within me, he doeth the work.” 

The nest is to be all pinky and soft and full of joy and love. 
It is to be bright with sunshine and song. 

The older Wisdoms are to be welcome to the nest should they 
care to come, providing only they enter quietly, with pure minds and 
understanding hearts. 

This foreword has been mostly to the mothers, for | must ask 
their help in delivering the message from the nest to the tiny ones 
who have not yet learned to read. I am glad that this should be so, 
for the love and gentleness in a mother’s voice will add to the little 
stories just.the atmosphere I would like them to have. 

The place to begin, we are told, is at the beginning. When 
the baby mind begins to open up and to inquire, then is the time to 
answer the inquiry with truth. If the truth is implanted from the 
very first, there is never any need of the uprooting process later on. 
So I had in mind a series of little stories—not too complicated, but 
containing a germ of truth and life. 

There are times (few I admit, but still they do come) when 
the little feet pause and the little head is content to rest against mother. 
At such times the mind and soul are most receptive, and impressions 
more lasting. It is at such times | should like to help a bit with these 


stories. 
A Story for the Quiet Hour 
Sylvia was feeling quite badly. She did love the pretty blue 
sky, and now at nighttime it all got black and ugly and—oh, look there! 
—and there!—and there! Such bright twinkly little lights—why, 
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the dark sky is full of them—dancing and shining. There were one, 
two, three, four, oh, there were billions of them. Why the sky wasn’t 
dark at all, and the longer she looked the more she saw. It made 
Sylvia's eyes feel twinkly to look at them. She looked and looked 
until the sand man closed her eyes and when her mother took her in 
to bed, she decided drowsily that a person would hardly notice how 
dark the pretty blue sky was at night when they once found the nice 


bright stars. 
Pillow Verse 


“Only the good can come to me 
At night time or in day.” 
No thought of fear will dare come near, 
If you say it just that way. 


THE LORD’S WORLD-GARDEN 


LILLIAN FosTER COLBY 


The little violet opened its blue eyes, and looked around. 
This was its first sight of the garden. About it bloomed many violets, 
and it knew at once that these were its sisters and brothers, but there 
were other flowers in the garden, roses of wondrous beauty, white 
and stately lilies with hearts of gold. The violet hardly dared to 
breathe as she gazed upon them all. How would they receive her? 

Queen Rose espied her first. “‘See the baby-violet,’’ she called, 
and wafted perfume-kisses to it. 

“Oh! the darling,” said the other roses and lilies, while the . 
bluebells rang out merrily in greeting to the humble little sister who 
had come to make her home in the world-garden. 

The tiny violet was so glad, her heart rejoiced and gave thanks. 
At evening when the Master entered the garden, he too rejoiced 
and was glad. 

“Love dwells in my world-garden,”’ said the Master; “long have 
I awaited this hour, and now it is here.” 

Each flower of the garden heard the Master’s words and from 
their hearts a fragrant incense of thanksgiving went u to God. 
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BOOSTER CLUB 


Royal, Secretary 


Object—To radiate sunshine, even in the darkest corners of the world. 
Motto—Love never faileth. 
Colors—Red and yellow (Love and Wisdom). 
Pin—The three wise monkeys. I see no evil, hear no evil, and speak no evil. 
Requirements for membership—A simple request addressed to the Secretary of 
the Booster Club, 915 Tracy Ave., Kansas City, Mo. 


Reports—All reports must be in by the fifteenth of the month before the date 


of issue. 


ATHER close about me, dear Wisdoms, Wee Wisdom is 
about to enter the door. We have all gathered to celebrate 
her nineteenth birthday. The party is a surprise, but she 
is going to wear her hair up and come decked in her new 
yellow dress. She is opening the door. Now she stands 
in full view, and we know why she insists on being known 

henceforth as Miss Wisdom. No longer a wee child, she has passed 

into the stage of womanhood. Companion of the youth, friend of the 
parent and playmate of the little child, Miss Wisdom is rounded out 
to a full character. 

See how she smiles as the little children run forth to greet her. 
Of course she loves them. They are her dearest children, her little 
brothers and sisters. How they cluster about her skirts as she stretches 
forth a welcoming hand to the assembled youths and parents. Her 
smile is all-encompassing and ever-understanding. Her deep blue 
eyes reflect the fountainhead of her power. Pure as the little child, 
she knows that God is her wisdom and supply. 

But where are the candles for the birthday cake? Miss Wis- 
dom leads us to the garden where the flowers have tucked their bright 
eyes away for the night. She points to the heavens. Now the only 
light is the dimly reflected rays of the departed sun. Then a gorgeous 
star like a liquid diamond shimmers in the eastern sky, soon another 
breaks through the gathering twilight, another, another and another. 
At last nineteen great jewels dance in the blue dome of heaven. 
These are quickly followed by more and more until the very earth 
seems aglow with their light. 

Our host is speaking: “Dear Wisdoms, you saw the ‘candles’ 
appear before you. They numbered the years | have been with you. 
Now look and see the years that I shall be with you. These candles 
not only tell of the past, but they prophesy of the future. I shall be 
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with you always. No cloud shall hide my radiance. | shall be with 
you in darkness and in light. Mother, sister, brother, father and play- 
mate—Wisdom. I! come whenever called, I go wherever sent. | 
know all things, for God is my infinite resource. His treasures are 
free to all his children for the asking.” : 

Now for the festivities. [How we romp and play on the great 
lawn! The plums are ripe. Eat all you wish. Peaches are ripe, too. 
Shake the tree and the limbs will toss them down to you. Oh, what 
fun we Boosters have playing games while our papas and mammas 
sit about and visit. Now it is time to hear from the Booster Clubs. 

Let’s all gather about the great library table while Miss Wis- 


dow reads us what the secretaries have to say. 
Cincinnati, Ohio. 


Dear WEE WispomM—Since no one is going to write for the “‘Jolly Writers” 
this month, I will. We have three new members, Anna Hope, Karen Margaret Jackins 
and Carrie Wilson. We invite everyone who wants to, to join our club. I am sending 
in two new subscriptions and renewing my own. Part of the money was taken out of 
the “Booster Bank.”” The two new subscribers are, Gladys D. Berg of 565 Considine 
Ave., Price Hill, Cincinnati, Ohio, a Sunday school friend of mine, and Evelyn A Genn 
of 1781 Westwood Ave., Cincinnati. My address is the same as that of my cousin 
Evelyn. They, too, I think, will want to join the “Jolly Writers.” 

Your loving friend, Ruth G. Frahm, 1781 Westwood Ave. 
If you are out where you cannot get in touch with enough chil- 
dren to form a Booster Club, it seems to me that the Jolly Writers 
would be great. Of course it is not like having parties and nice meet- 
ings, but I ll bet that they have fine times writing to one another. 
St. Louis, Mo. 

Dear Boosters—While both of our secretaries are out of their seats (on little 
vacations) they have given me the pleasure of again writing to you. Most of the “Truth 
Seekers’’ are away on vacations and have, of course, carried the Booster spirit with them. 
Just at present we are getting ready for our Sunday School Picnic, which will be given 
at Carondelet Park July 17th, and wish all the Boosters could be with us. We wish 
WEE WispoM a happy birthday, and are all anxious to see what “Miss Wisdom”’ will 
look Jike. TRUTH SEEKERS, Clara Behle, Sec. pro tem. 

Clara is on the job whether the other secretaries get their let- 
ters off or not. It is such faithful Wisdoms as this that makes Wisdom 


happy. 
PPY Kansas City, Mo. 


Dear Miss Wisdom—We wish you many happy returns, and we are so glad 
to write you a letter. We want some other club to write us a letter and we will read it at 
our next meeting and write them a letter. I must tell you of our Unity Picnic at Budd 
Park. A\ll the Boosters wore badges of red and yellow ribbon. They were very pretty 
in the bright sunshine. Everyone knew we were the Unity Boosters. We played lots 
of games and rolled on the green grass and looked up into the big trees and heard the 
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birds sing and saw the fleecy clouds sailing in the blue sky.. Finally we ate our suppers. 
My, it was a grand one! There were so many people and everyone was so happy! We 
were all seated on the grass around a sumptuous repast. Well, we had all that we 
could eat, and soon it was time to go home. I wish all the Boosters could have been 
with us. We send showers of blessings to all the Boosters. Y ours sincerely, 

Unity Boosters, Lucas Tylekens, Sec. 


The Unity Boosters were certainly great looking at the picnic. 
They all wore red and yellow ribbons pinned on with Booster pins. 
My, but they were a fine lot of Boosters. They were first in the races, 
and captured just about all the prizes. 


West Branch, Mich. 
**Roundrobin,” from I. H. S. Club, for August 
Dear Mr. Roval— Iam the oldest, so I am going to write first. When I went 
out into the country this summer, I tried to help all I could, and I did quite a lot of things, 
such as taking care of the children, washing dishes, ironing clothes and all such things. 
I am trying hard to do as I ought to do. Virginia Patterson. 


I come next. This afternoon I went down to Iron’s Park to play. I got on the 
raft and went down the creek. The raft was wobbly and | fell in, but I knew that God 
would make the sun shine, so as to get my clothes dry, and he did. My hat is out in the 
sun drying with a bowl in the crown. I guess I'll have to go out in the sun now, too, as 
I have to take my music lesson in a few minutes. Charles R. Minore. 


I am Ernest; you know me. We went down in the park this morning and had 
dinner. We had a good Club meeting Friday. Mother is going to make some red and 
vellow bows for the Club to wear when they go places. It is so dry here that everything 
is turned vellow and we have to carry water for the trees. Ernest P. Balltzell. 


This is Hope. I like the club, and it is my turn to serve next week. My papa 
and mama have been away for two days. We have had lots of fun over to Ernest’s 
house, for we stayed there nights. Hope Winslow. 


I am the family pet and never miss a Club meeting. When I am noisy and ; 
they try to shut me out I climb up and down the window screens and meo-ow so long and 
loud they are glad to let me come in to the Club again. Petiskina Striped-tail Pervanbic, 
Per Mistress. 
P. S.—I dipped my paw in India ink so it could be printed like the others.—P. S. P. 


Pussy-cat’s Paw-graph 


ca Now that is what I call a unique letter. Bully for the I. H. S. 
ub! 
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San Francisco, Cal. 
Dear WEE WispomM—Although I have not written for some time I think of 
you often and have enjoyed you very much. Mother and I have been in the city for 
several months, and I go to school every day and also attend the Home of Truth Sunday 
School. We will go back to the mountains in the summer and hope to have a reunion 
of Pages. We talked about starting a Club here, and hope to after vacation. There 
is so much in a big city to interest and also to take up one’s time it seems harder to start 
a Club. We have a fine Sunday School at the Franklin Street Home, and I have en- 
joyed my visit very much. We are so glad that the Booster Clubs are growing larger, 
also the dear ““Wees.”’ I inclose car fare to have WEE WISDOM come to me for another 
year. With love to all the Wees, Donald V. Strandberg. 


We have not heard much of the Crystal Truth Club since Don- 
ald went to San Francisco. | hope that he will breathe life back into 
it while in the mountains this summer. 

I want to tell you about my birthday this year and how God arranged every- 
thing just right. Grandma and I live together. 
Grandma has a business, and it means a lot when 
she loses time. Now we were going to have the 
play ‘‘Cinderella’”’ on Saturday, given by my 
teacher in elocution, Miss Carroll. My birthday 
was on Friday, and my grandma didn’t see how 
she could lose the two days. I wanted very much 
for her to see us in the play, and so I told the dear 
Father all about it and asked him to fix it up all 
right, and I knew he would. So when Miss C. 
came to talk about the play she found out how 
matters were and said, ““Why not celebrate the 
birthday Saturday instead of Friday, and invite 
the little guests to the play and they will dance 

:. , after the play, have their treat and we may have 
| the birthday cake?” Wasn't that nice? I used 
pcos ——— to think it was so nice for the teacher to always 
give the children a holiday on my birthday, but now I know it is because my birthday is 
also decoration day. I saw in Unity where it said you did not believe in keeping decora- 
tion day; then you won’t celebrate my birthday. Grandma says you are right. It is a 
loving and grateful thought of remembrance we ought to send from north and south, east 
and west to the spirit of our loved ones all the year round. Our Unity Junior Club were 
all at my party and we had a good time. Grandma fixed me a beautiful dress for Cin- 
derella—white all scattered over with diamonds so that when the god-mother let my 
apron drop off I was all dressed. Everyone thought it was beautiful. My grandmother 
is a fairy god-mother to me anyway. Adda Bowes. 

Adda makes us another photo-visit. She has always been a 
Truth-child, and demonstrates that God is her ever-present supply, 
and trusts him with all matters of her life. God bless you, Adda! 
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San Jose, Cal. 

Dear Boosters—I am a member of the “Good Deed Club,”’ which meets at 
the Home of Truth every two weeks. Two weeks from today will be our club’s birth- 
day, one year the 29th of July. We have almost finished a set of clothes, and we think 
we have found a lady who needs them. We had refreshments today— iced lemonade— 
and we were very thankful, for it was very warm. The girl that was to bring cookies 
wasn’t there teday, but another girl brought candy, which we enjoyed very much. Wish- 
ing all the Wees a happy vacation, I am yours in love and truth. 

Goop DEED CLus, Wilda Carter, Sec. 

The Good Deed Club believes in active, helpful work for those 

who don’t realize God’s law of supply. 


Dear Wees, Dearest Wisdoms, and My Dear Miss Wisdom—E.ight years ago 
WEE Wispom began coming to visit me: Her name was Wee and mine was Wee-Wee. 
She was a fat, chubby child, and so was I. Her skirts then were very short and fluffy, 
and her curls were very long and silken, and mine were also. Together we read the 
stories she brought with her. Her letters were the dearest, her plays were the nicest, her 
rhymes were the funniest, her songs were the sweetest, and her birthday was the day 
most memorable. It was a day more real than the national Thanksgiving Day; even 
more real to Wee and Wee-Wee than the holy Christ-child’s day, or Christmas, and 
more filled with the lilies of loveliness than was ever an Easter day. This wonderful 
birthday in August, and the beautiful birthday party, was the event of the year. Every 
Wee had two birthdays—his very own and WEE WIsDoM’s; and if he failed to have 
a dear party of his own, he never lacked an invitation to WEE WIsDoM’s birthday party. 
And here we <!! are again, gathering together for that Party! What a glad noise the 
Wees are making! What beautiful things the Wisdoms are saying and doing! And 
Miss Wisdom, whe-z is she, and what is she doing? She is in the midst of receiving. 
Having, in her visits throughout the year, emptied her coffers of their stored treasure, 
the Wees and the Wisdcms are filling them again. So Miss Wisdom is now receiving 
from all, her happy returns: teday. How busy she is; how beautiful she is! Today she 
is nineteen. I will be “sweet sixteen” in October next, and when I am as grown up as 
she, will I be as beautiful and as truly fair? And will you, dear Wees and dearest Wis- 
doms? Let us gather the good now, that we may scatter it for all in our more mature 
years. A singing from the Psalms comes to me, “Let the beauty of the Lord our God be 
upon us’’—in expression. Again we hear the prophet’s voice calling to our remembrance: 
“Thou hast wrought all of our good works in us’’—the source of expression—one the 
cause, the other effect. Above all this birthday revelry of love and laughter, let me say 
to all those whom WEE Wispom has outgrown: Beauty is defined as delight, pleasure, 
joy—but beauty is not so much external delight as it is that deep-lying, inward delight 
that transforms the fact and leaves it’s impress of light on all. The happiness that 
shines out, just because it is so great that it cannot be shut in—this power invisible in 
every one of us, is the power God uses most for his own glory. Those upon whom this 
beauty and this delight rest are the ones most unconscious of it. But the hungry world 
is not unconscious of it, and is straightway influenced by it, for whatever of influence or 
light or gift we may have, the world is going to require of us a part of it; and whatever 
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the world requires, may be estimated as just that which God requires of us. So that 
which we are giving to the world, we are also lending to the Lord. If we have a moneyed 
influence, the world asks a portion of it; if it is brawn, the world calls for it; if brains, 
the world demands its quota. If it is beauty, the world sighs for the heavenly power of 
it; if it is health, the world pleads for its perpetual bloom; if it is happiness, the world 
begs for it, saying: “A little laughter and a little more of love, this is Life! Help us, 
ere we perish!’” Who dares withhold the quota of his goods that belongs to the world? 
It is God’s demand, and through his Wees and Wisdoms—his Wise Ones—the supply 
is always found equal to their Father’s demand. What a beautiful time we are having 
here at the birthday party! We cannot be Miss Wisdom, but we can be like unto her. 
The wine of good will is flowing freely; let us pledge a health to Miss Wisdom in it. 
Here’s to her! May she live forever! Hlere’s to her Wees and her Wisdoms! May 
you all be like her—and you will be if you keep as faithfully her fundamental saying: 
“Greater is he that is in you, than he that is in the world.”” With a world of love for 
everybody, I am Yours always, Wee-Wee Benham. 


It has been months since we have heard from Wee Wee. She 
is always welcome in the sanctum of Wisdom, and no doubt she will 
be able to talk over the youth ideals with Wisdom. Have you any 


Los Angeles, Cal. 
Dear WEE Wispom—lI inclose a story 
of ““The Twins’ Vacation” which I hope to see in 
Wee Wispom. I am trying to start a club out 
here in the country. I think next time I write I will 
have a club and subscribers. With lots of love to 
the Wisdoms I remain a_ Faithful Wisdom, 
Lucile Mead. 
Ruby Lucile is earnest and her 
story is good. I wish that she would 
draw some cute little pictures for the 
pages of Wisdom. Some cunning illus- 
trations for our stories. The picture which she sends us is a good ex- 
ample of her powers. 
Willits, Cal. 
Dear WEE WispomM—lI am glad to report that I would like to start a Booster 
Club, and as you know, please send me the directions and a Booster Bank so that I may 
save my money to pay WEE WISDOM’s traveling expenses for some boy or girl who can- 
not afford it. I am very glad to start a club, as every little bit helps to bring out the pure- 
ness of Truth, kindness and love and happy thoughts. Love to all the Boosters. 
Master Therne Axtelle. 
P. S.—The Club will be named the ‘Pure Thought Club.” 
Therne is starting in earnest, and you bet we are going to help 
him all we can. A good Booster is a help to everyone in the world. 
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suggestions, Wee Wee? 


Grand Rapids, Wis. 

Dear Boosters—I thank you for the WEE WISDOMs you sent me, ever and ever 
so much. I will send you a picture of my sister Elizabeth and my brother George and 
myself for that. Would you please send me a Booster Bank and a Booster Pin, please? 
Mamma said | could start a Booster Club. I told my litle friend she was going to have 
WispoM for a whole year, and she jumped for joy. I have fifty cents saved already for 
my Booster Bank. I have eight children already to ask if they don’t want to join my 
Booster Club. I know Ruth Witte, Conrad Witte and Karel will join, because I was 
over there this afternoon and their mother said they could, and they are going to get some 
more children to join and their big sisters are going to help, too. I think the biggest sister 
will get a whole lot of them, because she is a Sunday school teacher and she will get 
the children in her class. Won't that be nice? Would you please tell me how to start 
a Booster Club? Now I must close my letter because it is past my bed time. With love 
to all the Wees, I am your friend, Cornelia Paulus. 

I know Cornelia will soon have a good club, because her mam- 
ma is going to help her in organizing it and making the members at 


home. Glendale, Cal. 

Dear Wee—I send $1.00 for three years. I think very much of you, and like 
your stories better than any other book I have. I read your stories over and over, again 
and again. Once a lady gave mamma two WEE WIsDOMs, and in one | found-a sub- 
scription for WEE WisDoM, and I told mamma to give me a half dollar on my birthday 
for a subscription for Wee, and so she gave it to me. Good bye, Moris McNary. 

P. S.—Don’t forget to come next month. Please send a Bank to me. 

Of course we sent a bank to Moris. He is interested and will 
start a Booster Club as soon as he is able, I know. 

There are letters from all over the world. | wish that we could 
listen to them all, but the hour grows late. 

Many Wisdoms are sending money for the Booster Fund for 
those who are not able to pay Wisdom’s traveling expenses. If you 
know of anyone who is really interested and who has the idea that he 
is too poor to take Wisdom, this fund is ready to pay the way. It be- 
longs to the whole Booster Club. It is your money. What do you 
wish to do with it? 

Now that we have expanded into a home magazine with some- 
thing for every member of the family, it will be easy to get your papas 
and mammas interested in the Booster Club. Read them the good 
things from her pages. They will take an interest. You will see them 
become real close, good “‘pals,’’ and there is no pal in the world like 
papa and mamma. 

It is almost midnight and the rising moon is creeping out of the 
east. She seems to yawn and ask if we are never going home. 

Yes, dear moon, we shall give one good hearty shout for the 
Booster Club and Miss Wisdom, then betake ourselves to slumberland 
to dream of the joyous birthday party. 
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SUNDAY SCHOOL LESSONS 


Blanche Sage Haseltine 


LESSON 6, AUGUST 10 
THE PASSOVER.—Exodus 12:21-31. 
21. Then Moses called for all the elders of Israel, and said unto them, 


Draw out, and take you lambs according to your families, and kill the passover. 

22. And ye shall take a bunch of hyssop, and dip it in the blood that is in 
the basin, and strike the lintel and the two side-posts with the blood that is in the basin; 
and none of you shall go out of the door of his house until the morning. 

23. For Jehovah will pass through to smite the Egyptians; and when he seeth 
the blood upon the lintel, and on the two side-posts, Jehovah will pass over the door, and 
will not suffer the destroyer to come in unto your houses to smite you. 

24. And ye shall observe this thing for an ordinance to thee and to thy 
sons for ever. 

25. And it shall come to pass, when ye are come to the land which Jehovah 
will give you, according as he hath promised, that ye shall keep this service. 

26. And it shall come to pass, when your children shall say unto you, What 
mean ye by this service? ~ 

27. That ye shall say, It is the sacrifice of Jehovah’s passover, who passed 
over the houses of the children of Israel in Egypt, when he smote the Egyptians, and 
delivered our houses. And the people bowed the head and worshipped. 

28. And the children of Israel went and did so; as Jehovah had commanded 
Moses and Aaron, so did they. 

29. And it came to pass at midnight, that Jehovah smote all the first-born in 
the land of Egypt, from the first-born of Pharaoh that sat on his throne unto the first- 
born of the captive that was in the dungeon; and all the first-born of cattle. 

30. And Pharaoh rose up in the night, he, and all his servants, and all the 
Egyptians; and there was a great cry in Egypt; for there was not a house where there 
was not one dead. 

31. And he called for Moses and Aaron by night, and said, Rise up, get you 
forth from among my people, both ye and the children of Israel; and go, serve Jehovah, 
as ye have said. 

GoLDEN TExT—The Son of man came not to be ministered unto, but to 
minister, and to give his life a ransom for many.—Matt. 20:28. 


The story of the passing of the destroying angel over the 
houses which had the blood of the lamb on the doorposts, has a mean- 
ing for us. We, too, will be able to celebrate the passover every day, 
if we have faith and a knowledge of the laws of Spirit. 

The destroying angel is nothing but unreal or evil thoughts 
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to which we have given power by thinking them. These unreal 
thoughts cause very unpleasant results if they enter our houses, or 
bodies. Lack of health, prosperity and life often follow a visit from 
the destroying angel. 

The red blood of the lamb symbolizes life. If we show by 
the healthy condition of our bodies and the brightness of our eyes 
that we think only of eternal life, the destroyer will pass over our 
houses. If we think only true, loving, happy thoughts we can cele- 
brate the feast of the passover daily, by thanking the Spirit that we 
know its laws, and need not, through ignorance and fear, give power 
to such an unreal thing as a destroying angel. 


LESSON 7, AUGUST 17 
CROSSING THE RED SEA.—Exodus 14:19-31. 


19. And the angel of God, who went before the camp of Israel, removed 
and went behind them; and the pillar of cloud removed from before them, and stood 
behind them: . 

20. And it came between the camp of Egypt and the camp of Israel; and 
there was the cloud and the darkness, yet gave it light by night: and the one came not 
near the other all the night. 

21. And Moses stretched out his hand over the sea; and Jehovah caused 
the sea to go back by a strong east wind all the night, and make the sea dry land, and 
the waters were divided. 

22. And the children of Isreal went into the midst of the sea upon the dry 
ground: and the waters were a wall unto them on their right hand, and on their left. 

23. And the Egyptians pursued, and went in after them into the midst of the 
sea, all Pharaoh’s horses, his chariots, and his horsemen. 

24. And it came to pass in the morning watch, that Jehovah looked forth 
upon the host of the Egyptians through the pillar of fire and of cloud, and discomfited 
the host of the Egyptians. 

25. And he took off their chariot wheels, and they drove them heavily; so that 
the Egyptians said, Let us flee from the face of Israel; for Jehovah fighteth for them 
against the Egyptians. 

26. And Jehovah said unto Moses, Stretch out thy hand over the sea, that 
the waters may come again upon the Egyptians, upon their chariots, and upon their 
horsemen. 

27. And Moses stretched forth his hand over the sea, and the sea returned 
to its ‘strength when the morning appeared; and the Egyptians fled against it; and 
Jehovah overthrew the Egyptians in the midst of the sea. 

28. And the waters returned, and covered the chariots, and the horsemen, 
even all the host of Pharaoh that went in after them into the sea; there remained not so 
much as one of them. 

29. But the children of Israel walked upon dry land in the midst of the sea; 
and the waters were a wall unto them on their right hand, and on their left. 
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30. Thus Jehovah saved Israel that day out of the hand of the Egyptians; 
and Israel saw the Egyptians dead upon the seashore. 

31. And Israel saw the great work which Jehovah did upon the Egyptians, 
and the people feared Jehovah: and they believed in‘ Jehovah, and in his servant Moses. 

GoLtpEN TExT—Before they call, will answer.—Isa. 65:24. 


The crossing of the Red Sea by the Israelites was a great test 
of faith. The Egyptians were behind them, the mountains on either 
side of them, and the Red Sea in front. But they were commanded 
to “‘go forward,” so they marched right up to the sea. The Israelites 
had no idea how they were to cross, but they obeyed God. The rod 
which Moses carried in his hand and which he stretched forth toward 
the sea, had no more power than any other stick would have had. 
The seeming miracle was performed not by the rod, but by obedience 
to the word of Jehovah. 

If we have faith, and obey the laws we are learning, we will 
be led just as the children of Israel were. We will do each day just 
the right thing at the right time, and our way will be made clear. For 
Wisdom’s ways “are ways of pleasantness, and all her paths are 


peace. 


LESSON 8, AUGUST 24 
THE BREAD OF HEAVEN.—Exodus 16:2-15. 


2. And the whole congregation of the children of Israel murmured against 
Moses and against Aaron in the wilderness: 

3. And the children of Israel said unto them, Would that we had died by 
the hand of Jehovah in the land of Egypt, when we sat by the flesh-pots, when we did 
eat bread to the full; for ye have brought us forth into this wilderness, to kill this whole 
assembly with hunger. 

4. Then said Jehovah unto Moses, Behold, I will rain bread from heaven 
for you; and the people shall go out and gather a day’s portion every day, that I may 
prove them, whether they will walk in my law, or not. 

5. And it shall come to pass on the sixth day, that they shall prepare that 
which they bring in, and it shall be twice as much as they gather daily. 

6. And Moses and Aaron said unto all the children of Israel, At even, then 
ye shall know that Jehovah hath brought you out from the land of Egypt; 

7. And in the morning then ye shall see the glory of Jehovah; for that he 
heareth your murmurings against Jehovah: and what are we, that ye murmur against us? 

8. And Moses said, This shall be, when Jehovah shall give you in the 
evening flesh to eat, and in the morning bread to the full; for that Jehovah heareth your 
murmurings which ye murmur against him: and what are we? your murmurings are not 
against us, but against Jehovah. 

9. And Moses said unto Aaron, Say unto all the congregation of the children 
of Israel, Come near before Jehovah; for he hath heard your murmurings. 
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10. And it came to pass, as Aaron spake unto the whole congregation of 
the children of Israel, that they looked toward the wilderness, and, behold, the glory 
of Jehovah appeared in the cloud. 

11. And Jehovah spake unto Moses, saying, 

12. I have heard the murmurings of the children of Israel; speak unto them, 
saying, At even ye shall eat flesh, and in the morning ye shall be filled with bread; and 
ye shall know that I am Jehovah your God. 

13. And it came to pass at even, that the quails came up, and covered the 
camp; and in the morning the dew lay round about the camp. 

14. And when the dew that lay was gone up, behold, upon the face of the 
wilderness a small round thing, small as the hoarfrost on the ground. 

15. And when the children of Israel saw it, they said one to another, What 
is it? for they khew not what it was. And Moses said unto them, It is the bread which 
Jehovah hath given you to eat. 


GoLpEN TExT—Jesus saith unto them, I am the bread of life-—John 6:35. 


One noticeable thing about this story of the manna which God 
sent from heaven to the children of Israel, is that they were told to 
gather only enough each morning to last for one day. 

Many a person has grown wrinkled and old and gray through 
worrying about tomorrow, which we all know never comes. The 
only real time is today. Let us live it to the full. Let us enjoy it 
and bless it, and use it to do good. This is the true way to live. If 
we think thoughts of love and life, we are not only living and enjoy- 
ing today, but unconsciously providing for other todays. This way 
of doing brings no wrong or anxiety. Instead of bringing age, it keeps 
life and strength and joy in our bodies and hearts. 


LESSON 9, AUGUST 31 


ISRAEL AT MOUNT SINAI.—Exodus 19:1-6, 16-21. 


1. In the third month after the children of Israel were gone forth out of the 
land of Egypt. the same day came they into the wilderness of Sinai. 

2. And when they were departed from Rephidim, and were come to the 
wilderness of Sinai, they encamped in the wilderness; and there Israel encamped before 
the mount. 

3. And Moses went up unto God, and Jehovah called unto him out of the 
mountain, saying, Thus shalt thou say to the house of Jacob, and tell the children of 
Israel : 


4. Ye have seen what I did unto the Egyptians, and how I bare you on 
eagles’ wings, and brought you unto myself. 

5. Now therefore, if ye will obey my voice indeed, and keep my covenant, 
then ye shall be mine own possession from among all peoples: for all the earth is mine: 

G. And ye shall be unto me a kingdom of priests, and a holy nation. These 
are the words which thou.shalt speak unto the children of Israel. 
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16. And it came to pass on the third day, when it was morning, that there 
were thunders and lightnings, and a thick cloud upon the mount, and the voice of a 
trumpet exceeding loud; and all the people that were in the camp trembled. 

17. And Moses brought forth the people out of the camp to meet God; and 
they stood at the nether part of the mount. 

18. And mount Sinai, the whole of it, smoked, because Jehovah descended 
upon it in fire; and the smoke thereof ascended as the smoke of a furnace, and the whole 
mount quaked greatly. 

19. And when the voice of the trumpet waxed louder and louder, Moses 
spake, and God answered him by a voice. . 

20. And Jehovah came down upon mount Sinai, to the top of the mount: and 
Jehovah called Moses to the top of the mount; and Moses went up. 

21. And Jehovah said unto Moses, Go down, charge the people, lest 
they break through unto Jehovah to gaze, and many of them perish. 

GoLDEN TExt—Lel us have grace, whereby we may offer service well- 
pleasing to God with reverence and awe.—Heb. 12:28. 


When Moses wanted to communicate with God, he went up 

into a mountain away from all the people. We, all of us, want to get 

- into conscious communication with Spirit, or God, because we know 
that through the Christ-Mind all things come. It is the source of all 
life, health, joy and prosperity. To do this, we must follow the ex- 
ample of Moses and go up on Mount Sinai. That is, we must get 
away from people and things. We must turn from the noise and 
confusion of the without to the quietness and peace of the within. 
For the Spirit or Christ-Mind for which we are looking, dwells with- 
in us. We should often get away where things are quiet and we can 
turn our attention within, that we may keep our lives balanced and 
true. 

We who have taken pictures know that we must first get the 
right focus. Sometimes we are confused by seeming conditions in 
the outer world and lose our focus. When we get still and know 
that the Christ Spirit within is the source of all supply and that we 
are living in harmony with the laws of this Spirit, we are getting the 
right focus. If we hold to it steadily and let nothing turn or disturb 

us, our picture of life will be bright and happy and full of good things. 


LESSON 10, SEPTEMBER 7 
THE TEN COMMANDMENTS.—Exodus 20:1-11. 


1. And God spake all these words, saying, 

2. I am Jehovah thy God, who brought thee out of the land of Egypt, out of 
_ the house of bondage. 

3. Thou shalt have no other gods before me. 

4. Thou shalt not make unto thee a graven image, nor any likeness of any 
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thing that is in heaven above, or that is in the earth beneath, or that is in the water under 
the earth: 

5. Thou shalt not bow down thyself unto them, nor serve them; for I Jehovah 
thy God am a jealous God, visiting the iniquity of the fathers upon the children, upon 
the third and upon the fourth generation of them that hate me, 

6. And showing loving kindness unto thousands of them that love me and keep 
my commandments. 

7. Thou shalt not take the name of Jehovah thy God in vain; for Jehovah 
will not hold him guiltless that taketh his name in vain. 

8. Remember the sabbath day, to keep it holy. 

9. Six days shalt thou labor, and do all thy work; 

10. But the seventh day is a sabbath unto Jehovah thy God: in it thou 
shalt not do any work, thou, nor thy son, nor thy daughter, thy man-servant, nor thy 
maid-servant, nor thy cattle, nor thy stranger that is within thy gates: 

11. For in six days Jehovah made heaven and earth, the sea, and all that in 
them is, and rested the seventh day: wherefore Jehovah blessed the sabbath day, and 
hallowed it. 


GoLDEN TExT—Thou shalt love the Lord thy God with all thy heart, and 
with all thy soul, and with all thy strength, and with all thy mind.—Luke 10:27. 


Today’s lesson includes just four of the ten commandments. 
The first of these is: ‘““Thou shalt have no other Gods before me.”’ 

This commandment is not always obeyed even today. Many 
do not understand its importance. Others do not realize that they are 
disobeying it. When we think too much of outer things, such as 
clothes, money, houses or land, we are disobeying the first com- 
mandment. Some persons give to teachers or preachers who are 
helping them, the worship which should be given to Jehovah, the 
source of all good. When we give our allegiance and worship to 
anything outside of the One Supreme Power, we are disobeying the 
second commandment also. 

“Thou shalt not make unto thee any graven image, or any 
likeness of anything.” 

Of course we do not build images of stone or wood and kneel 
to them, but many times we set up thought images in our minds, 
images of unrealities, when only the image of the one God should be 
allowed. This always brings disaster. It is like leaning upon a 
broken reed. We will lose our balance and the machinery of our 
lives will not run smoothly or quietly. There will likely be wrecks 
and catastrophies and all sorts of troubles. The easier way, the better 
way, and the only true way, is to have but one God—Jehovah— and 
to set up in our minds only the image and likeness of Spirit. 
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LITERATURE FOR CHILDREN 


*Wee Wisdom’s Way, Mortle Fillmore................ cloth $1.00; paper $0.25 
How the Fairies Won Their Wings, Jda B. 
The Wonderful Wishes of Wishing Well, Anna Rix Militz................ 15 
King Desire and His Knights, Edith F. Painton...............00000000- 


LITERATURE FOR THE YOUTH 


The Dawn of Tomorrow, Frances Burnett... es 1.00 
What a Girl Ought to Know, Mary 1.10 
The Transfiguration of Miss Philura, Florence Kingsley..............24205+ 50 
The Leaven of Love, Clara Louise Burnham. 1.50 
The Open Shutters, Clara Louise Burnham. . 1.50 
Carol's Conversion, Helen Van Anderson... 1.00 


The Secret Garden, Frances H. Burnett. .... 


LITERATURE FOR THE HOME 


*The Consecration of the Room (tract), M. eee $0.02 
*Prosperity in the Home (tract),Moyrtle 02 
*The Ministry of the Holy Mother (booklet), M. Curtis Hopkins............ 15 
*A Talk to Men (booklet), Truth .10 
*Flesh Eating. Metaphysically Considered, Charles Fillmore...............: .05 
*Directions for Beginners (booklet), Charles 15 
*Prosperity and Success (tract), Sophia Van Marter............0000e0055 .05 
The Way of God in Marriage, Mary Teats..... 1.10 
Practical Methods to Insure Success, H. E. 25 
Spiritual Housekeeping, Anna Rix Militz..... .60 
Ideal Motherhood, Minnie S. Davis................. 1.00 


*From the Unity Press. 


Any of these books may be ordered, postpaid, from the Unity Tract Society, 
913-21 Tracy Ave., Kansas City, Mo. 
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A Wee August Thought 
I Want to Do the Loving Thing. 
A Statement of Truth for the Youth 


The Overcoming Power of the Living Christ 
in Me Makes All Things Possible. 


August Affirmations for Mothers 


The Wisdom and Love of Omnipresence Are 
Consciously Mine. 


ee certain that it is impossible to keep the law towards one’s 

neighbor except one loves him. The law itself is infinite, reaching 
to such delicacies of action that the man who tries most will be the 
man most aware of defeat. We are not made for law, but for love. 
Love is law, because it is infinitely more than law.—George Mac- 


donald. 
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CARY, 


HER NINETEENTH 
BIRTHDAY 


CLARA BEHLE 


Wee Wisdom is no longer “Wee”! 
Full nineteen years she’s lived to see. 
She’s grown to be a maid so tall 


We cannot call her ““Wee’’ at all. 


Henceforth ‘““Miss Wisdom” she wi!l be— 


A friend to all humanity. 


Sweet Wisdom only speaks of Truth, 
Of Love and Joy and Peace and Youth. 
She bears a torch to light the way, 


And makes all darkness bright as day. 


A friend, companion ever true, 


Miss Wisdom would be known to you. 
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